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The PR EF A CE; 


S the Title-Page of this little Performance will ſuffici- 

_ ently acquaint the Reacer with the Occaſſen, fo few Words 
will exp 1410 it *niention, which indeed is Little more than only 
to b<ſpca's his wious Conſideration on the innumerable Hut 
MELATCHOLY Cont Quences that muſt zece/arily attend the ſol- 
lowing ** a Aiultitude to do Evil.“ 


That Lis (beſides their ſct ing the PATTERN) is but the 7c 
diſtinguiſhing Character of the GRE AT, is as conſpicuous 
„as the Miskxv they com plain of; and ſor which there is no 
other Remedy than by a Martiſication of the Price that deſpiſes 
it, to ſubmit to the Advice of it's Pnys:tclan ;; tis Pity but 
ſuch only were the SUFFERERS, as that pullibly miplit work 
their AMENDMENT, 


If tic Reader then is one of theſe Deling::ents, he may eaſily 
account for his own Unhappineſs, ane by a Reformation that will 
render him HONOURABLE, as Cal:!y eſcape the Deer: ction : be- 
ſ des enjoying through Lie, that ugcommon but invaluable Pri- 
vilege ct enforcing nis Adyice by his EXAMLE. 


One Thing indeed is to be ſcar'd— there will not be found 
many to copy it COD ENAuLESs, if one may judge from 4þ- 
pearances, ate by moſt people thought juſt goed! for ncthin g; how- 
ever he will have this for his Comfort, that beſides the Teſti- 
mony of his own Conſcience (an Approbation that is a preſent 
Reward) he will at a more 111poRTANT Tribunal, be not only 
beard but arPLAUDED! 


I have. now only juit to obſerve, that tho' the &2;/e of theſe 
Verſes may be thought full ſevere for the Provecation, yet as their 
Dehn is BENEVOLENT, It is Pity that Criticiſin ſhould defeat it; 
and as not to fee the Miſconduct of Mankind muſt be either 
Afledtation or Stupidity: ſo to fee and net enter our Proteſt muſt 
imply a Species of Indifſerence that borders on Guilt or Bar- 
BARITY—* Theu falt in any wviſe riture thy Brother,” &c, be- 
ing no leſs an Injundion of Humanity, than it 15 a Document 
of THAT Rerclatien whoſe Genius is UNBOUNDED Benevo- 
lence. 

Ray the Reader then reliſn the REwonsSTRANCE, and pur- 
ſiigo it, give the Arazrm—as it not only concerns the TEM- 
porarRy Welfare of a Kingdom —but relates to the Happineſs of 
a Furukirty that never can end but with the GOD of it! 


Now, 1, 1772. | W.A 


20 Hang up the Cord *, nor malagrede us more.“ 
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PANT I. 


T Morn we breathe, ere Night condemn'd we die, 
Laviſh the Day, nor dream it's Exit nigh ; 

Juſt as on this no more Importance hung, 

Than fairied Tales of Infant-Fairies ſung. 

Borne on the Wing our Eyes indignant ſcorn 

The Shroud—the Grave—the Coflin, or it's Urz, 

The funeral Xell that ſtrikes the conſcious Ear, 

Is heard unfelt, or liſtn'd with a Seer. 


Some Sprrir's gone—but whither it is fled, 


10 How left the World, or what announce the Dead, 


Who here can know—or knowing would declare, 

To damp the joycus, or deject the Fair ? 

« How cruel this! Avaunt yon pealing Foe ! 

« We've heard your Song, nor want we more to know, 
« As all beyond is Fiction in Diſguiſe: 

„ Religion, Prieſtcraft, and it's Verdict Lies. 

„ Ceaſe then your Din, nor ſullen grate our Ears, 

«© With Sounds of Sadneſi—like the Vale of Tears. 

«© The Thought's enough—prey, give this Tinkling o'er ; 


The Mourners walk—and let 'em ſtill walk on: 


"Tis done—they paſs—the Corpſe to hen — 
Theſe care not aubo—as neither yet their cu. 
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The Bell Rope. 
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And yet how ſtrange! this little 7n#/ing Sound : 
This harmleſs Kuell does every Bliſs confound : i 
Nor more by Reas'nipg than Amuſement drown'd, 

Vain every Effort from the Craft of Fear, 

To choak it's Eccho, or divert it's Ear. 

A magic Ghoſt—no magic Arts can charm : 

No Sell diſable, and no Bribe diſarm, 

It all dcfies, and equal laughs to ſcorn 

The melting Viol, or the clamorous Horn, 


But hark! *tis u, but do it's Vibrings ceaſe ? 
Don't %% remain, and ToMoHawk your Peace? 
« *I1s Hyp—'tis Cold—'tis Vapours—it is“ - What? 
Why—all you fear, and wiſh that it were xc, 
The ſecret Sting of ſecret Dread betray'd : 
It funds a Warning—if *tis never made ö 
As He that gives it—gives it as his Trade. 


What then the Cauſe? to trace is worth our while: 
That hat which ſooths, and oft makes Sorrow ſmile : 
Should thus diſguſt—nay, e'en with Pain torment 
The Proud—the G:od—the Gay—the Innocent. 

There muſt be ſomething—let who will abuſe: 
That ſo minute can such Effects produce! 


Ye Men of Reaſen who would deem it hard, 
To have it thought, ye were by Nothing ſcar'd : 
Yet /car'd ye were—while ſome ouTRAactous ſtorm'd: 
Addreſs'd the Public and their Ears inform'd. 
Why hid the Cauſe? from Policy conceal'd : 
And now fer once as candidly unveil'd. 


Thus 7nfant-Sages, whom their Nurſes wean, 


Shut both their Eyes and think their Face unſcen. 
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» The Sexton, 
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Put ſeen ye both: And what is more —ſeen thre? ; 
Thin as diſguis'd, and as zran/parint—true, 


"Tis your own Heam that Magazine replete, 
With all that's vain, and all that's eau great: 
"Tis your own Life—that diſſipated Scene 
Of wild Uproar—Abſurdity and Sin, 

That flames abi bent from Phrenzy's Flame v/'thin, 
That reſtive Spark of ſelf voluptuous Rage, 
That plazes a Pantheer, or that firuts a Frage. 


T 


But PreasurE's all! and Want uf Te the Crime: 
And—*<t+ Who would cenſure what relieves from J ime? 
% That Weight gxoru! that dicad, oppruſſi Load, 
«© That finks Creation, and would tink a— Ce. 
& Tremendous Crusn! that better than ſuſtain : 


„% Mankind were Mon/ters, and their Sphere the Main!“ 


NX II. 


H Us reaſon vou! whom Reaſon ſeems t' have leſt, 
Of all but Face and human Form bereft. 
How juſt Return! ſuch Treachery to leave, 
To Schemes, that... plague and Syitems that deceive. 
Ele ye muff know the Exp for which was gin, 
What mect improv'd—improves a Hell to Heaven, 


Or ſad Reverſe! as your own Feelings tell, 
* 8 


Perverts the Scene, and turns that IIeav'n to 2.7 


So every Gift as every Grace beſtow'd: 
The Boon of Nature or the Gift of Gov : 
Fach in their Pl:ce ſulfil their dread latent : 


Im preſs our Peace or ſtamp it's Punichment. 


But can it be that after all we've heard, 
Such Men as You can by a Sad be ſcar'd! 
B 2 That 


* 


That ſuch as you ſhould ſicken at a Kell : 
*Tis Myftery ſure—if not a MiracLE ! 


Ye Men of Vit who breathe a filter'd Air, 
With Hobbes —with Ham: —with Atheiſts and Voltaire: 
Can none of theſe an Antidote ſapply : 

20 To“ ſave the Sons of TERROR from to die?” 
Can none of theſe afford one ſingle Prop, 
To ſtay your Firmze/s or ſupport it's Hope ? 
Can none of theſe one Argument produce 
To ſtamp PrRoBaTuUmM on it's ſacred Uſe ? 
They cannot oze—not e'en their OaTH avails : 


Where all muſt ſink if what they bauter *— ails! 


Yet this is Life /—and by your Practiſe giv'n, 
To ſerve CokRUPTIox and then merit: Heav'n ! 
What Wonder then—(but can ye bear the Words:?) 
30 That Knells are Thunders and their Lightnings—Saword's ? 
While every Art—nay, c'en yoar Art to hide, 
But gulls your Wiſhes as it galls your Pride: 
Till Death diſpatch—or Suicip decide, 


Luxurious Arts! the Bane of moral Senſe: 
Ambition's Swell or Burſt of Opulence. 
That ſaves no Labour and that ſpares no Price: 
T' improve a Faſhion or import a Vice. 


Your Plea as baſe—** 1: ſerves the public Good.” 
Does what 1NFLAaMEs then mitigate the Blood! 
40 * It ſeatters Riches and inſpirits Trade :” 
« The Naked Covering and the Hungry Bread :" 
This all u,. well—but ſounds it not a Curſe, 
If ſpoil'd the Virtuous and the Bad made worſe? 


— — 


— 


* Diving ReveLaTioN—equally the SCoRN and TERROR of 
theſe ILLUSTRIOUS Champions in the Science of Scepticiſm and 
Blaſphemy—the former has been dead near theſe 100 years—the two 
laſt are ſtill ſuffered to exiſt as Monuments of the MERcCyY they 
LAUGH at. | 


INFERNALG 
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Ix PERNAL Plea! while ſuch ExaurL Is fland : 
To ſpread (like Pe.) Infection thro? the Land. 
Ceaſe then from 7he/e—or never more pretend 
Yoaurſe!,cs of Cæſar or the Pußric's Friend. 


Thus far Cigreſy'd-—we here afreſh return: 
And freſh renew*d, afreſh reflegive mourn, 
50 Another Reagſon tor thoſe Zorrors give, 
That laſt your Life, and then rox Ever live! 


And but for Shame—or Shame's Award could tell, 


{ere then it lies—not one of you but feel, 
What drawn a Portrait would pourtrait a HELL! 


That then is rung that wwringe the very Heart: 
Guilt's biting Anguich at Reflection's Dart, 
A ſecret Jar that ſhocks your inmoſt Soul: 
Drawn with the Cord, and anſw'ring to it's Toll. 
Internal Knell! that peals a ſad Rehearſe : 

60 Wie nameleſs Fears with nameleſs Sorrows pierce. 
Struck home a Truth that ſtrikes the /en/ual Breaſt : 
Unmans it's Courage and wzmaſes it's Reſt. 

Proves what is heard is like a Signal blown 
To make us hear—till heard it as our own / 


K III. 


UT come—a Moment—and we'll eaſe your Taſk: 
Hear taen the Mule in milder Accents aſk. 


Say then no Kuell—no doleful Pea! ſhould ring: 
Nor ſtalking Ghoſt the Midnight-Meſſage bring : | 
Will that prevent or this extract the Sting? 

Ye know it can't your Conduct ia the Proof: 
Your every Art to hide or drive aloof 
That Foe of Thought, that like a Poniard ſtcel'd, 
Recoils a Force—redoubPd as repell'd. 


Your Noon-Day Yifjons and your Moon-light Dreams, 


10 In vain your Strife—in vain your Cob-web Schemes: 
Ty ſtem the Zorrent or divert it's Streams. j 


It's 
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It's Tide revolts and as a Deluge flows; 
O'erwhelms each Pabel and each Mound o'erthrows. + 
Plucks from it's Hold the Anchor of your Joys: 
Diſparts its Cable and tis Strength deſtroys 


Say full nought heard but the ſweet Syren Tongue: 
The Zohan Viol or the  Chariner's Song: 
b Corelli's Thunder s— more thin halſdivinc: 
20 That ſhook the Spheres and raptur'd all the Nine ©: 
Could theſe or lil your Wretchednzſs to flrep : 5 
Or bid your Fears a trembling Silence keep ? 
Not one avail—« hije heard dilttinct gufthin, 
Guilt's louder Murmur at the Face of Sin! 


Say—could the Ciappers of ten thouſand Bells : 
Or ail the Clung of twice ten thoutand Krels, 
More horrid peal—or Sounds more horrid break, 
Than {hoſe would utter covld their Language ſpeak ? 
Would it not ſeem, if % might once be heard, 
30 As Hell anb:jor'd and her Gates unbarr'd ? 
Where tortur'd Fiends in torturing Anguiſh moan : 
And howl in Chains their unremitted Groan ? 
Would not the Charmer and the Syren "Tongue, 
Sound more like BrLLowixG than the Voice of Song? 
Cecilian Notes of ſoft melodious Lyrz, a 
As Shrieks of Victims on the Racks of Fire? 
Each Note a Burſt of Thunder at the Ear: 


That peal'd PERDTITIox as it peal'd Deſpair! 


What mean ye then thus ſullen to repine : 
40 Or meaner ſtill like whimp'ring Infants cine? 
Has then your Stupor never heard before 
Theſe latent Thunders from their Caverns roar ? 


3 
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* Z:lus Harp an Inſtrument of Muſic, whoſe Sounds are pro— 
duced by the paſſing of Wind over it's Strings, 


» A famous Compoſer in the Beginning of the laſt Century, 
whoſe Works and Memory will live as long as TRUE Tate and 
Harmony exit. 


* The Musxs fo called from their NUMBER, | 
Ne'er 
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Ne'er have ye heard Compun#icn's plaintive Pin: 

Or felt it's Clamours at the Sight arithin ? 

Nor that ſmall Voice zu e in your Breaſt : 

So oft returning and as oft repreſt: 

That Voice of Wiſdom calling to her Con: 

„% Give me / Herrt—and mine is all thine own!“ 


If ne'er ye did—'tis Time that /omerirs ſhou'd 
Unlock your Horrors and wifreeze your Blood, 
Your Sleep arouſe your Slumbers diſconcert: 

To probe your Banger as it probes your Heart. 
Cut to the Onick and bar'd your ev'ry Thought: 
Left ripe for Vevgeance into Judgment brought, 
Ye graſp the Bar as Veils of it's Doom: 

For deeper Death and deeper Wrath to come! 


PART 3 


AIL! kind Atazu! whoſe Terrors bid you ſec. 
Peace with the Pare, and Mercy with the Mee? 
Search for Delights ye never yet have found 
Midſt Folly's Madneſs or the madd'ning Round 
Of frantic Joys that vaniſh e'er you ſcize: 
Fly your Embrace and plague you as they pleaſe : 
Whoſe phantom'd Forms elude th' expectant Eye 
Implunge their STixnG and as avenging Dye, 
Leave you to reap the Harveſt of your Shame: 
While Diſappointment but renews the Z/ame / 


Thus fed with IIusxs, immortal Spirits faiat : 
Curſe the Supply and then accurſe it's Hart. 
Wonder the Cauſe that aſter all their Pein; 
The Prize {till diſtant and it's Hope ſtill vain, 


Like peeviſh Children that ſeek ſomething co 
And this indulg'd ſome other Toy purſue, 
Eager to catch the preſent as the pat : 
They gape their Wiſhzs and then paſp their LT! 
By ſudden Death or lingering Pain remov'd, 
From all they hated as from all they lov'd: 
| Tl.cy 
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They die to know—what ſhould 3%: been known, 
% That Loss of GO D—is Loſs of art in ONE!” 


Thus long delay'd—too long alas! deferr'd, 
Ye call unanſwer'd and implore unheard, 
Then ſhall ye wiſh—but ah! ſhall wiſh in vain, 
That Life reſtor'd, ye might re-hear again, 
With willing Ear, the Sounds ye would era/e, 
And in that Sound the Clarinets of Grace. 
Now heard no more! your Doom—your own DESIRE. 


30 Grant us but this—'tis all our Wants require. 


& Let us alone—** nor more our Quiet peal, 
„With Sounds as claus as the Sound of Hell. 
« Hence then for Love let every Troabler ceaſe: 
« And tho' we periſßß—let it be in Peace!“ 


"Tis done—ye fhall—only remember this; 
*Twas You that aſk'd—'twas vou that wiſh'd ami/. 
So where hey go, whoſe Sins are gone before : 
Shall ye go down to re-aſcend no more! 
Is this your Fate ?—and can ye then reſent 


40 The Love that warns—the Hand that would prevent 


Your final Loſs ?—lIs Inſult a Return, 

For Sighs that weep, and nameleſs Pangs that burn ? 
But ſuch your Pride! that Gulph of Wretchedneſs ! 
That ſtains your Life and poiſons all it's Peace. 
That Serpent dire—that reſtleſs Worm uithin : 

That gnaws your Vitals as it feeds your Sin! 


Still fond to liye—yet curs'd the Parent-womb : 
Afraid to die—yet invocate the Tomb! 
Delirium-man ! of more than Lurnar-ſtile : 


50 Can Grief refrain? or Senſe forbear to ſmile, 


To hear your Means and yet your Nen/enſe fee ? 
The true SUBLIME of Self-Ab/urdity / 


What need we more ?—mult not all Arguing fail, 
Where neither Hope nor Menace can prevail ? 
Where all is ſenſeleſs—or all Senſe ospuR'D : 
E'en Conſcience Btccar'D and it's Light obſcur'd ! 
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N UST then all Suit—all fair Remonſtrance coal: 
The Means of Mercy as the Zane of Peace! 

Mufe ye have Rot till that fad Hour arrive, 
When keener Pains and keener Pangs revive ? 
The dreaded Moment of unwelcome Dcath, 
That ſtops all Reas'ning as it ſtops your Breath, 
When all is Doubt or Darznels to the Blizd - 
The proad of Heart or profligate of Mind. 
The greedy Sons of Mauuox's guiden-Cheat, 

10 The immers'd in Pleaſure cr profane of Wit. 
Who ſhudder more the Tinkling of a Beil: 
Than Children Spectres or it's C the Cell. 


Mut all this be? then hark! *heard be ſore: 
Another Peal and other Thunders roar, 


0 


TruunDztRrs | whoſe Voice ſhall rive cid Craos* Ded: 


Call up the Living and convoke the Dead, 
Drive to the Bar the Feluns of their Tomb, 
With theſe to hear—with theſe divide their Doom ! 


Go ye from mME—from me ye accur/ed go: 
20 © To cal Grieſs and everlaſting Woe ! 


« Go ye from hence—where Hope ſhall never come: 


©& To endleſs Shades of everlaſting Gloom! 


«© Go ye from hence—ye Victims of mine Ire: 
% To endleſs Chains and everlaſting Fire:!“ 


Hear then ye Fools! who reden at a Sch. 
f.nd ſerious aſk'd—your Thoughts as ſerious teil. 


Say if you can—where now will vou appeal? 
Or woo accuſe the Caver for which you feel 
Tneſe new-born Terrors at that TRVurkr's Sound, 


30 That rends the Rocks and jarrs the cleavins Ground? 


E 


You 
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You now confe/5-=tho? once your wanton Pride 
Avow'd in Act what yet it's Words denied: 


Your Boſom Sin—the Sin your Boſom lov'd : 
Who died unchang'd for living unreprov'd. 


Not ſo the Men your Wit has oft ehh, 
With Scorn rejeted—as with Hate deſpis'd. 
Sport of your Mirth—but Terror of your Name : 
Who bare your Burden as they bore it's Shame. 
Whoſe Zeal ye flouted—as Enthuſiaſts deem'd : 


40 Their Meſſage flighted: and their GOD blaſphem'd. 


Not ſo the Men of Innocence or Grace : 
Whoſe Doubts were WonDer and that Wonder—Pxaiss! 
Who, tho* in Darkneſs, yet eſchew'd the Nrght - 


Their Dawn—Salvation, and their Evening—Light, 
To whom of Grace the noBLERr Bent was giv'n; 
Here to purſue and there aſſume their Heav'n! 


WHreRE—might this Prayer—this Wiſh benign aſpires 


Yourſelves ſhould rank the rForREMosT of it's Choir. 
High in ngs _Strength—as in his Fozu compleat ! 
5o Whom Angels worsHip and Archangels GREET. 
Sav'd by a Grace to all but Heav's unknown: 
And THost whom Heav'n wozch/afes to call 11's own ! 


Such the Diſtinction that ſubſiſts between 


This World of %u and the Worlds uxsEEN! 
Where ALL is real that can real be: 


Exiſtence Lirz—and Time ETERNITY?! Th 


THE END, 


